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thought of that iniquity. He would be a good person to
set up against a wall—that Columbus. But he's dead, I
suppose, long ago, long ago. He had, probably, like Uncle
Ned, no wool on deh top of his head—in the place where
deh wool oughter grow. . . .
. . . Now we sit, a little company of intimates beneath a
highly gilt-ornamented tree, and talk quietly, waiting for
the New Year that is hastening across the Atlantic, outward
bound along the Great Trade Route. . . .
... I can't remember that I ever wanted to kill anyone.
I once shot a rat at the Pent. ... At twenty yards, to the
ingenuous astonishment of Conrad. But I didn't want
to kill the rat. I have always felt that a rat had as much
right to exist as I. It destroys my goods—but so does the
graceful and applauded butterfly, one day's work of which,
as I know each year to my cost, will result in the destruction
of a whole small field's produce. I did, indeed, during the
war, several times, with a specially sighted rifle, shoot at a
German tin hat a quarter of a mile away above a mud
parapet. But I never personally wanted to kill a German:
not for my own gratification. It was a group impulse, or
for the sake of France. . . . Why in hell must there be
nations? I don't feel to belong to any nation. I feel mildly
American in America but nothing anywhere else . . .
except when England is playing for the Davis Cup against
the United States. Then I feel pretty English—wherever I
may happen to be. ... England ought to have athletic
records. She has so little else, poor dear ... so little except
her record of the 4/8/14 at 4 Ack Emma. ... In this
burg it would be 8/4/14.
... I live in Provence, but I can't become a Provengal
because that, as things go, would be to become French,
and I don't want to become French for reasons that would
take too long to telh
. - . No, I want to belong to a nation of Small Producers,
with some local, but no national feeling at all. Without
boundaries, or armed forces, or customs, or government.
That would never want me to kill anyone out of a group
feeling. Something like being a Provengal. I might want to

